STAMBQUL, THE  CITY OF  MOSUES



of treachery. Near them were several of Abdul
Hamid's favorite walking-sticks containing* revol-
vers, a cane with an electric light let into the knob,
his inkstand, the mother-of-pearl revolver which
was found in his pocket, and the handkerchief which
fell from his hand when he was taken prisoner by the
Young Turks, who have since brought their country
to ruin.

In a series of galleries, under arches and ceilings
of yellow and white, stands, sits, reclines, and
squats, in Eastern fashion, a strange population of
puppets, dressed in the costumes of the bygone cen-
turies during which Turkey has ruled in Europe.
Those fearful ex-Christians, the Janissaries, who
were scourges of Christianity, look very mild now
as they stand fatuously together, no longer either
Christian or Mussulman but fatally Madame Tus-
saud* Once they tucked up their coats to fight for
the "Father" who had ravished them away from
their fathers in blood. Now, even the wicked man,
who flees when no one pursueth, could scarcely fear
them. Near them the chief eunuch, a plump and
piteous gentleman, reclines absurdly upon his divan,
holding his large black pipe, and obsequiously at-
tended by a bearded dwarf in red, and by a thin
aide-de-camp in green. The Sheikh-ul-Islam bends
beneath the coiled dignity of his monstrous turban;
a really lifelike old man, with a curved gray beard
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